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PHOTOGRAPE 4 
ТАСК HARRI 


Diana from last month's 


issue? Well sl 


5 back with us by popu 
lar demand to share the secrets of hei 
sexiest lingerie 


"You know those nights when the ол! 


x of chocolates 
be 


in the 


thing on your mind is a b 


and a good book?" confided | 


ful 21-yearold. "Well, to get myse 
cal 


right party mood | give myself what I 
the Pampered Pussy treatment..." Tell us 


more! "| start by taking a really hot show 
er to wash away the cares of the day 
and massage myself all over with my 


favourite bubbles. Then | slip into my mos 


erolic corset and sensi 


s silk stockings 


— no matter what | choose to wear on 


top, the feeling of silk on my thighs is 


enough to keep me simmering gently uni 


right moment for my pe 


to boil over!" Ф 


2 же With more front than Ейеу, the old saucy seaside post- 


card is making quite a splash in today's art world 


“Have you seen my little Willy?” 

Yes, we all have, a dozen times, but the naughty seaside post- 
card is still as popular as ever. Nobody, it seems, likes a little 
sauce with their holiday diet of fish and chips more than the 
British and the bawdy postcard is big business for Bamforth's, the 
Lancashire firm who've been “having a lovely time” producing 
them since the turn of the century. 

Their regular cast of red-nosed drunks, big-boobed 
ladies with bulging bloomers and hen-pecked husbands 
= hasn't changed much since the days when Donald 
McGill first put pun to paper and created them. Neither 
have the jokes. 

"You get a good view of the front from here!" 

“Vve never come this way before!” 

And the ever-evasive little Willy continues to have us 
British rolling in the Isles even though they are well 
past their tell-by date. 

But now these badly cracked antique gags are 
being recognised for what they are — antiques. The 
| cheap joke isn’t so cheap anymore, the double enten- 
dre more than doubling in value, as proved by an 
auction of original saucy seaside postcard artwork to 
be held at no less than Christie's of Kensington. 

This famous art house is selling the mucky master- 
pieces from The Bamforth Archive for between £50 and 
£80 per piece and expecting to raise over £20,000 for 
the whole collection. Card designs date back to the turn 

of the century (the jokes are even older!) and are slightly 
bigger than the original postcard size at eight by five 
inches. Even if you don't fancy owning an original "My 
that's a big опе!”, there's a three day public viewing ses- 
sion of Bamforth's titters big and small guaranteed to 
tickle the ribs of even the most serious art connoisseur 
from14th-16th February. The auction itself will take place 

on the morning of the 17th at 10.30 am. 

Further details can be obtained from Christie's, 
85, Old Brompton Road, London SW7 
(071 587 7611). Q 
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eautiful, bizarre or just plain. —deufer, 


bloody ugly? Opinion has 

always been divided over 
the cars which one of Italy's oldest 
styling studios, Zagato, produce. 
Famed for the “double-bubble” 
roof, designed to liberate addi- 
tional headroom from the sleekest 
of fastback shapes, these 
bodyshell wizards are responsible 
for some of the weirdest and most 
wonderful cars around. 

On a good day they dish up the 
likes of the 1961 Aston Martin 
DB4 GT, the most beautiful British 
sports car of the post-war period, 
and the uncompromisingly brutal 
АНа Romeo $Z. On a bad day, 
however, they have to own up to 
some real horrors, like the nasty 
Cadillac NART. 

However, their latest offering, 
the Zagato Hyena is, in its own 
right, something very special. 

Based on the Lancia Integrale, 
the Hyena's the brainchild, not of 
an Italian, but of a Dutchman, 
classic Ferrari and Lamborghini 


Peter Koot. 


demands from 
Zagato fans around the world. 

As an enthusiast’s car, Koot's 
£75,000 coupé covld hardly fail 
fo excite anyone with an eye for 
something different. Using the 
engine, transmission and chassis 
of the boxy but brilliant Integrale, 
it has a svelte all-new shape 
which cleverly combines the sleek- 
ness and muscularity of its African 
namesake. 

Only a few dozen have been 
built so far, and while plans exist 
to produce a cheaper version with 
a glass-fibre body, this rare beast 
remains a worthy alternative for 
anyone who considers the new 
Porsche 911 Carrera or Ferrari 


348 
capable, but a 
trifle common. 

The Integrale, of course, is 
the spiritual successor of the stun- 
ning Ferrari-engined Sfrafos, the 
world's first purpose-built rally 
car. Outright victory in six World 
Rally Championships, and a com- 
pany heritage which includes no 
fewer than eleven wins in the 
Monte Carlo rally, probably make 
it the most successful rally car of 
all time. So take it as read that 
the Hyena handles like a dream. 
Its squat and purposeful alumini- 
vm bodyshell means it's both light 


апа fast. The 

stonkingly unaerodynamic 
210 horsepower Integrale із 
good for around 135mph and 
six seconds to 60mph, where- 
as the new and super-slippery 
Zagato Hyena will easily 
knock the spots off that. 

However, its future is in 
doubt. Zagato admit to experi- 
encing financial difficulties, 


thus 


Hyena pro- 
duction has fallen victim to 
supply problems. Each Hyena 
requires a brand new Integrale 
as its starting point because 
Zagato craftsmen cut up and 
«annibalise the one in order to 
produce the other. Now, donor 
vehicles are said to be in short 
supply, not a good situation if 
you're short of cash. 

Zagato insist that they are 


ies based on the excellent 
Nissan 300ZX). 

For the time being at least, 
one can say no more than 
Watch This Space and prey the 
Hyena doesn't become another 
fhreatened species. M 
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illing 


but 


5, including a 


urnemouth in a Reliant 


е you disop 
по! а! olll The 
y and the 


ut a guy 


Whether 
it's a black 15 inch dildo, a 


banana-flavoured condom or a pair of 
vibrating panties that plug into your hi-fi, the range of 

sex aids for women is enormous. Who buys them and do they 
work? Our reporter Joyne Hastings has the inside story. 


say, | say, | say! What's 

the difference between a 

man and a vibrator? You 
can't get a vibrator to mow the 
lawn!" Boomboom! Then again 
you won't find a vibrator that 
smells vile, belches, suffers from 
brewer's droop and insists you 
suck it first, so | guess Ihat makes it 
just obout even! 

Yes, Lam joking. Even һе most 
rampant feminist must surely admit 
that sex aids are exact 
ly that — an aid 
0 sêx, not a 
replacement 
for it. The 
mock 
cock 
could 
never 
replace 
the 


real thing — or could it? 

"Most of my customers are 
women without men in need of a 
little sexual satisfaction,” claims 
Hayley, a 29yearold blonde who 
works for a mail order company 
selling everything from an 18-inch 
Big Jock to something more like a 
buzzing thimble 

Our adverts are designed to 
attract both the woman who wants 
something extra and the one who 
wants anything at all, but the 
majority use their toys as replace- 
ments for men." 

How does she know? 

"The number of ladies call- 
ing themselves Miss or Ms or 
in one case Mother 
Superior!" she says with a 

smile. "She's one of my 
best customers! But quite 
frankly, even the best vibrat- 
ing dildo will never 

moke you come 
in the same 


way 


that 
оп expert 
топ could." 
Margery, a 
28-yearold 


divorcee from 
Beckenham 
begs to differ 
"I've had 
relotionships 
with men but 


frankly | prefer Percy here," she 
says, fondling a truly huge dildo 
the size of a yule log. "I call him 
that after my late husband. He was 
о... well... big man. But even he 
was never able to satisfy me like 
Percy 2 does. 

"You see, | can control Percy 2 
so that | get exactly what | want, 
when | want it, He can slide in 
slow and sensually then gently tick- 
le my clitty or 
he can pump 
me hard. My 
husband, on 
the other 
hond, wos 
far too fast 
most nights, 
then when | 
fancied c 
frantic fuck just for the fun of it, he 
would slide in as slow as a canal 
boat entering a busy lock! 

“What's more, with a dildo you 
can imagine being with a different 
man every night. It can be Sean 
Connery's cock or Mel Gibson's 

and you can shut your eyes and 
fantasise about him fucking 
the living daylights out of you 
without your husband's beery 

breath spoiling the illusion.” 

So | thought perhaps it was time 
| tried a few of these flexible 
friends to see if | could replace the 
man in my life with ten inches of 
apricotcoloured plastic. Whether 
you write off for a mail order cata- 
logue or pop into a branch of Ann 
Summers, no girl could fail to be 
impressed by the large range of 
sex aids available. 

“We prefer the term sex toys,” 
said one assistant showing me a 
table that looked like a Disney-style 
phallic castle with dick shaped 
towers and turrets. "Now what 
would you like? Something dis- 


creet like the small silver one here 
that pops into the handbag and 
can easily be mistaken for a large 
lipstick, or one that's more anatom- 
icolly realistic" 

Realistic? Girls when did you 
last see a bright orange penis with 
a knob the size of a light bulb? 
Now fucking with that is what | 
call being Tango-ed! | told the 
young lady that | planned to ty һе 
lot and she gave me a lock that 
could have been pily or disbelief 

Back home, | 
eagerly set to 
work, First up iter 
ally) was the "dis- 
creet lipstick”, The 
buzzing vibrations 
felt quite nice on 
my pussy lips and 
nipples though it 
made me feel 

numb rather than naughty. Slipping 
it inside was a disaster. My juice 
ron down бе shiny chrome shaft 
and made it so slippery | couldn't 
use it. Sorry, only 5 out о 10. 

The next battery-powered boner 
was rather curious. It offered a fair- 
ly realistic sever-inch cock with a 
set of elephantstyle tusks where the 
balls should be. These were sup- 
posed to titillate my pubic mound 
They didn’t. They did, however, 
provide something to hold onto as 
it slipped in and out of my now 
soggy pussy. With judicious use of 
one finger as well, | felt myself 
coming for the first time 

It wasn't a monstrous orgasm 
Certainly not Ihe "waves and 
waves or orgasmic pleasure" that 
were supposed to sweep over me 
according to the catalogue. Not 
bad though, worth 7 out of 10. 

It was time for something differ 
ent. Love eggs, duo balls or Ben 
Wa globes as they are variously 
called are two spheres containing 
weights which are attached by a 


Ё 


string. Alter a bit of 


preliminary fanny fingering 
» rather large], they fit г Z 


e them 


you m 
truly quite an astonishing 


ialy 


eal people looked 
gme oddly, whilst 
upermarkel 
y mistook m 
asthmatic and 
I'd like к 


w her inhalerl 


of all though 
wos the ride home on 


he local road 


made for a very 
tide which had 


s bouncing 


ground in their snug, 
ist home, Every jolt 
sent o thrill through ту 
nny until something 
very messy happened 
i my panties! | slith 

id uncomfortably off 
һе seat, my come filled 
ег clinging to my 


wel bush. By the tim 


yas still panting heavily t might |. 


отр 


You sound tired, love," said m 
you're not r 


me that that THINK 


lo," | replied tarlly. "I came 


e sampling some of the 


appliances, | de 


oy! some of the more “fun” sex 


he fruit flavoured condoms 


n reality, the perfect solution i 
bed on һе pub 1. A real cock may по! 
A world of fun for the be shape or conveniently 


Now | don't know 


jn threshold extend. 


f 


Ма johnny that barely taste 


na is not quite within my 


y were disappointi 


\ was the first time I've ever had to 


WOMEN WE LOVE 


body, from the 


soft pinkish 
pads of her 
toe-tips to the 
It's no wonder Richard Gere always softly-downed 
looks so pleased with himself. It's not nape of her 
surprising his face is permanently neck. You can 


creased into that crinkly-eyed, selfsat- touch there 
isfied, "Hey, I'm me, and you're not" now, with a sin- 
grin. After all, not only is he hand- gle digit, deli- 
some and wealthy, he also wakes up cately, so that 
each morning next to Cindy you can barely 


Crawford. feel the silki- 
Think about it. Cindy ness of her skin 
Crawford. Her head on the as your finger 
у pillow. She's lying on her skates down 
side, her back turned her back, 
towards you. Golden hair, around the 


flawless skin, the curve of her 
most famous mole shoulder- 
since Kim Philby, blades, across 
cupid-bow lips, ће slight cor- 
teeth so dazzling- — rugation of her 


ly white you ribs, up the 
need to put sun- incline of her 
glasses on to hip and down 
look at them. the low gradi- 


She's sleeping, ent of her 
breathing softly. thigh. And 


Andyouknow when you 

that if you gen- reach that soft 
tly hook the hollow behind 
top of th her knee, she 


sheet with your stirs slightly 
finger, you'll be and murmurs 
able to slide it | your name... 
gently down. So If you were Richard Gere you'd look 
that without pretty smug too, I reckon. 

her waking, Cindy. Yep, as Damon Runyon would 
gradually, have said, she really is some doll. 

inch by Fabulously beautiful, fabulously rich. 
inch, She's fit too. Some supermodels look like 
you'll they hang around smoky Parisian salons, 
slowly honing bitchy comments until they are as 


reveal sharp as an assassin’s stiletto. Get too 
to close to them, you suspect, and they'd 
your- flay you alive with a cutting glance. Not 


self the Cindy, though. Cindy looks like the kind 
warm of girl you'd see at the beach, running 
bronzed down into the sea and laughing as the 
curves cold foam of the waves broke over I 
of her 


was with she'd jog back up tow. 
ng, shivering 


If you were dan owing in he breeze, 
Richard Gere LL oa 
you'd look pretty ca. і 
smug too..." GE 


she's gorgeous and she's 
sexy, but what is there behind the most 
beautiful body on Earth? Well, the love! 
est bottom, for one thing. Seriously 
though, I know what they're getting at. 
They mean is she a nice person, has she 


gota good personality, can you talk to 
her? Frankly, 1 don't саг 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY MICHAEL MOORE 


fair fiction 


arti waited for Doug's call at the 
usual time. When the phone rang, 
she was already across her bed, a 


sheer dressing gown thrown wide, exposing 
her slim body. On the third ring, she lifted 
the receiver. 

“Hello,” she murmured. 

“It’s me,” he said. 

"What are you wearing?" she asked coyly. 

“А sock. 

“Just one: 

Jne’s all I need,” he laughed. 

“Is ita... well-filled sock?” 

"It seems to be.” 

"Take it off, and tell me what you see. 

hand drifted to her breasts. 

“I'm hard,” he said. 

An arc of heat struck Marti between the 
legs. "Keep talking," she demanded. 

“It’s so rigid the veins are bulging.” 

ouch it,” she begged. 

A sigh emerged through the receiver, “The 
skin’s so tight it hardly moves up and down.” 

Marti reached down and pressed three fin- 
gers against her pussy. Her clitoris swelled to 
the touch. Keeping her hand locked in plac 
she moved it until the vibrations spread, She 
told him what she was doing 

She reached a little lower, dipping her fin- 
gers in her juices, Writhing, she oiled her 
labia, drawing her hand upward. As she 
reached her button, she gasped. 

ep breathing like that,” he said. “It 
made a droplet ooze from my dick.” 

Her pelvis lifted off the mattress, Her hand 
gyrated, picking up speed. In her mind’s eye 
she saw his cock standing up proudly. After 
ten years, the memory was still vivid 

His breathing sharpened. “Му balls are 
tucking up against the base of my hard-on. 

Marti's husband's balls did that, just before 
he came. 

The thought of Doug reaching orgasm to 
the sound of her sighs, while her spouse pot- 
tered around his office, totally unaware, sent 
her to the brink of release. 

эте for me now!" she cried. 

"Already?" He knew how much she liked 

long, slow teasing 

s! We'll see each other Saturday. It’s 
okay if we're quick today!" Pussy juice trick- 
led into the crack of her bum. God, was she 
ready for this one! 

"Okay. Here it comes! I've been saving this 
for you for three days." 

She imagined the pressure of that load. In 
her vision, it burbled up like a volcano 

The hand on her clit went into overdrive. 
Vivid, hot pulses shook her pelvis, sending 
shudders down her thighs, up her spine. 
“Doug!” she gasped into the phone, joy per- 
meating every syllable. 

They talked their way through the after- 
glow, and at the end of the conversation 
came the words she had waited years to hear 

See you Saturday night." 

“TIL be there,” she said. Right on schedule, 
before his wife returned from her accounting 
class, they hung up. 


Late Friday afternoon, Marti packed her lug- 
gage. For a moment, she had second 
thoughts about what she was doing. Did she 
really want to see Doug? They'd only gone all 
the way that one time at university. Naive, ter- 
ribly inexperienced, they'd done little more 


sample each other. Then he'd moved 
orth, she'd moved south, and that was that. 
Until four years later when a casual phone 
turned delightfully obscene. Before long, 
calls were a ritual, savoured pleasure that 
ned Britain, They'd never met again but 
ey dd made each other come hundreds of 
imes, What if the reality didn't measure up? 


Holding up her evening dress to check for 
ases, she caught sight of her lingerie-clad 
үгіп the mirror. At least she didn't have to 
y about her looks. Aerobics classes had 
pt her waist trim, her legs long and 
le. And back then, she hadn't had 
the money for killer dresses. 
Her husband rolled in as she finished 
picking. He eyed the suitcase. “All set?” 
"I think so,” she said, closing the bag. 
‘You're sure you're not coming? It's 
only a four-hour tr 
"To a reunion? Borrin 
"Okay, darling," she said, relieved. 
She'd done her duty by asking. Funny 
how she verged on abandoning the trip 
ош of worry over ruined fantasies, but 
never dreamed of cancelling it out of 
pilt. But doing it with Doug wasn't 
theating. He lived a safe three hun- 
dred miles away. If they'd ever been a 
threat to each other's marriages, those 
hot phone calls would've prompted a 
breach long ago. The anticipation of 
Doug actually inside her pussy had her 
squeezing her thighs together. She reached 
into her panties, Wet. 


Except for the balloons and champagne bar, 
the old cafeteria hadn't changed. But Marti 
hardly recognised some of the people. Older 
versions of forme mates milled on the 
scuffed linoleum like imposters hired for the 
occasion. 

Marti smiled wickedly. Disentangling her- 
sell from the small talk, she wandered 
through the crowd. Doug should be there by 
now, in spite of the long drive that had con- 
vinced his wife not to accompany him. 

Several women by the buffet table turned 
their heads at once. Marti checked to see 
what they were ogling. 

Jesus! Marti blinked. Could a white tux do 
that much for a guy? Where were the glasses? 
Doug’s smile glued her to the spot. 

“Hello, Marti,” he said. “Fancy meeting you 
here.” 

His blue eyes twinkled behind his contact 
lenses, minus the tentativeness of the 

younger Doug. He gazed straight at her face 
and her insides tingled as if she'd just sipped 
more champagne. 

"You've... kept fit, I see,” she murmured. 
"You look incredible,” he said, holding her 
atarm's length, outwardly formal. 

She met his eyes. “Let’s get out of here,” 

she whispered urgently. 


Marti licked her lips as his boxers slid down 
hisjogger’s thighs. His cock twitched in the 
‘open air 一 happy, she decided, to be free of 
clothes. 

She squirmed on the bed, unable to believe 
that she was really there. They were going to 
doit. Many years since she'd had him, seven 
since she'd had any man but her husband, 

d here she was, naked on a bed in a hotel 


room, pussy wet and ready, lover hard and 
close. 

“Put i 
“Now.” 

“So soon?" He laughed and climbed on the 
bed, placing his hands on her knees. His pole 
waved mere inches above her mound. 

"Soon? We've had six years of foreplay.” 
She grasped his erection and used the tip to 
rub her juices over her clitoris. Then she 
aimed him into her tunnel. 

He pushed forward. His cock slid in to the 
hilt with one stroke. 


in, Doug." She spread her legs. 


She held his erection 
and used (һе tip to 
rub juices over her 
throbbing clitori 


"Oooohhh!" she cried. 

He pumped in and out with long, deliber- 
ate strokes, concentration etched on his fore- 
head so intensely that she giggled. 

"You feel so good," he said. “Га forgotten... 
my wife's not this..." He shrugged, embarrass- 
ment knotting his tongue. 

. “this tight,” she said, knowing he was 
being gentlemanly. Suddenly all she could 
think was how nicely his smooth, thick cock 
filled her, and how poorly her husbands’ 
compared. 

“We're a perfect fit,” she said. 

In the mirror, she could see his hard-on 
plunge into her. She stared in fascination, 
knowing the image would remain in her 
memory forever. 

"We can try something else now if you like," 
she grinned, "as long as you put it back later." 
His left eyebrow rose in a devilish gesture. 

"Yeah. I've got something else in mind." 

Suddenly he pulled out of her, sliding 
down to her swollen pussy. In one move he 
seized her labia between his lips. 

"Yesssss," she d as he rolled her flesh 
around, massaging it with his tongue. Her 
breath came hard and fast, making it almost 
impossible to talk. Her husband never went 
down on her. 

Doug's tongue settled into a steady stroke. 

"Mmmm. Ohhh,” she said quite incoher- 
endy. 

As his finger tentatively explored her she 


grasped it with her pussy. She was so delight- 
fully swollen that she'd have sworn he had a 
cock in there. He withdrew slowly, re- 
entered, and gradually built up speed until 
he was finger-fucking her. 

Her hips bucked, but somehow he kept his 
tongue in place. The tingle climbed up past 
the point of no return. She groaned, heaved, 
and cried out at a volume that must have had 
the other hotel guests smiling. 

“I could get used to this kind of phone 
call," she gasped. 

He nibbled her clitoris, sending excruciat- 
ingly pleasurable aftershocks through 
her body. "Don't hang up. That's just 
number one." 


She sucked gently, nurturing his hard- 
worked dick, her lips touching the root 
of his shaft. She smelled herself on his 
hair and tasted herself on his cock. 
She'd marked him. He was hers. She 
inhaled deeply and sucked languorous- 
ly. 

His cock pulsed 
pulled away. “Read 

"It's about that time, don't you 
think?" he asked. 

The bright red numerals of the hotel 
alarm clock showed an ungodly hour. 
When she arrived home, her husband 
would need only one look at her eyes to 
know she'd been up all night. 

Who cared if he suspected. She 
wished she had the strength to keep going 
another twelve hours and that Doug didn't 
have a meeting in the morning. 

He stretched like a panther, cock twitching 
in her grip. “Г want to come inside you," he 
moaned. 

"Think there's room in there for more?" 
she asked, winking. 

"Oh, yes," he said as he pumped. She 
bounced up and down, thanking her stars for 
the aerobics classes. She'd never in her life 
climaxed so many times in one night. How 
could she go back home after this? 

His face reddened. His pelvis rose, 

"Give it to me!" she cried. 

He came, drenching her already soaked 
pussy. The warmth travelled up her labia and, 
without any warning, she came again, in one 
intense burst. 

As she lay on him, letting him wilt slowly 
inside her, the peaceful look on his face 
stirred the emotions within her to a crescen- 
do. She opened her mouth to say, "Stay with 
me forever," 

But what came out was, "When will we see 
each other again?” 

She knew he was thinking the same thing 
she was. But he said, “The next reunion?” 

She smiled, and the butterflies in her stom- 
ach changed back into the warm gurgles ofa 
well-fucked lady. Safe. She laughed and 
kissed him, and climbed over a pillow to set 
the alarm for six o'clock. 

He raised an eyebrow, heavy eyelids declar- 
ing his urgent need to sleep. 

“If this is our last time for ten years, you 
don't want to miss out on the morning after, 
do you?” she asked. 

Eyes wide, he glanced down at his poor, 
overworked cock. She smiled, knowing how 
he felt. What they'd done so far would leave 
her bow-legged for days. But they'd manage.) 


hingly rigid. She 
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Lovely Miss Lewis, Cheri to 
her friends, has been busy 
since we last saw her in 
Vol 28 No 11. BT's most 
beautiful operator has 
been given a promotion: 
she's now working in their 
press and publicity depart- 
ment. 

“Actually, promoting BT 
is not difficult,” she told us. 
“The days of irate cus- 
tomers desperate to stran- 
gle Busby are long gone. 
These days, if customers 
are unhappy they just 
switch to Mercury!” 

Now that Beatty's gone, 
is there any chance of you 
becoming their new mas- 
со 

“| doubt it! They seem to 
prefer yellow birds and 
old birds... I'd much rather 


be yours anyway...” @) 
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Stockings are the nearest you can get to sex on a stick. 
Here's Mayfair's Buyers Guide to the pick of the pairs... | 


For decades men have tried to explain their fascination with stockings. ls it the sight of a milky 
thigh glimpsed above the stocking top when a girl crosses her legs unexpectedly, or the though 
of what lies at the end of those seductive seoms that drives us crazy? We may never know. All 


we can soy for sure is that we just can't де! enough of them — literally! 

Yes, we've received hundreds of letters asking where our models get their saucy stockings, 
including an ongoing correspondence with Ron from Huddersfield who has made it his personal 
mission in life to find the original 19505 flesh-coloured stockings (featured below] worn when һе 
was a lad. 

"| have very, shall we say ‘fond’ memories of my next door neighbour, Phyllis, wearing those 
stockings... One day when | was about 16yearsold, she was up a ladder cleaning her win- 
dows. As it was quite a windy day she asked me to stand there and hold 
the ladder for her. Then a particularly strong gus! of wind blew her skirt up 
around her waist, affording me a magnificent view of her legs, following 
the line of seams that ron straight from her heel to her thighs... It was what 
you might call a ‘formative’ experience!” 

So, lo put Ron and the res! of you Lycra loonies, out of your misery we 
sent ош stylist out on a fishnet finding mission and here's the result 

Most of һе stockings featured here are available in your local high streel 
but, should you happen to live in a slockingfreezone, we've double 
checked that they can also be purchased by той order 


чи? —— ці 1 
15 also worth mentioning that stockings are not simply sexually stimulat- ١ 8 Y 4 


ing: because they are also very comfortable, lots of women actually pre- 


fer them to tights which can be very constricting — as anyone trying to 1% 
get a pair ой in a hurry will know! à І 
So why not surprise your woman with some sheer delight; who knows, pi 2 
she might even wear them outside һе bedroom! Ф Г V 1 


А enquiries for Mail Order to: 
Bonned, 071-734-2766; Selfridges, O7 1-734-1234; 
Fenwicks, 071-629-9161 
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Helen's predecessor way back in the days of Troy reputedly had о face 
that launched a thousand ships — we think you'll agree that our girl has а 
body to excite a thousand dicks! 

Lost month's Girl Next Door says she likes to keep that beautiful body 
trim, taught and terrific by exercising in her local gym. “| lift a few weights 
for definition and do a really strenuous aerobics class for endurance but | 
still think that the best exercise is good old-fashioned sex — especially for 
those hard-toflatien stomach muscles.” We agree! 

Helen confessed that she also has a soft spot for handsome hunks sweat 
ing over the exercise bike. In fact, she borrowed this vest from one particu- 
larly enamoured personal fitness instructor, 

Princess Diana eat your heart out! С) 
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Fighteen-year-old Theresa 
wos a little shy when she 
sipped for Mayfair for the 
list ime. "Do you think your 
readers will like me?" asked 
Ihe silver service waitress 
kom Darlington. Just act nat 
wol, we told her 

So when she stepped into 
his slinky silk number and 
started writhing about on the 
bed pulling her knickers off, 
she could have knocked us 
down with her suspender 
belt. "| wear this under my 
uniform when I'm serving,” 
explained Theresa after- 
words. “It's really comfort- 
able and | get lots of tips 
when I've got it on.” Though 
she wouldn't tell us what 
hoppens when she gets it 
of, "Use your imagination,” 


she whispered. O 


PHOTOGRAPHS 
BY BOB TANNER 


We're very sorry lo have Кер! 
you waiting for a whole month 
for a chance to fully appreciate 
the charms of Susan Tyler. 
Okay? We're sorry! Our 
switchboard was jammed by 
indignant callers after this sex 
kitten appeared on las! month's 
cover. So lo moke up for any 
discomfor! caused, we've 
given her pride of place as this 
month's centregirl 

“| think a bit of teasing's 
good," commented the stun- 
ning 19-yearold. “It sort of 
whets the appetite, doesn't it?” 

Absolutely. Bon Appetit... 四 
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comforting Alex does come up with some- 
hing genuinely unusual — like the “fish 
method” for instance. Both of you must 
have your hands tied behind your back 
(who ties the second person isn't 
explained, nor how to untie each other). 
Then you try to fuck without holding on. 
The book advises doing it lying down and 
from behind. Apparently it was big laughs 
in the bordellos of the 19th century. | can 
see why. 

Far from humorous (except unintention- 
ally), is Inner Sex in 30 Days (Aquarian 
Press £4.99) by Keith Harary Ph.D. and 
Pamela Weintraub. If 30 days seems 
rather a long time to keep it up, let me 
explain that this is not the idea. This is an 
“Erotic Fulfilment Programme", a sort of 
dirty diet which claims to teach you how 
lo make sex mentally and physically more 
exciting. IF it sounds like a fun month, | 
have to disappoint you. On Day One, you 
only get to do it with an orange. 51 
peeling D heighten your senses, we 
are assured. Day Two is spent turning 
your bedroom into an "Erotic Refuge" by 
sweeping up the toenail clippings and 
beer cans and painting it pink. You don't 
even get to wank until Day Six! Knobbing 
has to wait until Week Two. There aren't 
Рен» lo improve your patience 
either... 


Egually earnest and a much weightier 
is The Tao of peer Aes and 
ity (Positive Pay £9.99) as 
E by Daniel Reid. If you think Yin 
and Yang are glove puppets on The Big 
Breakfast, then you are ignorant of the 
Ancient Way. Taoism is a Chinese philos- 
ophy that preaches nurturing the male 
and female essences during sex. If you do 
this successfully, you “тау continue all 
night long". Sounds e Well, be 
warned. Taoism is not as cushy a philoso- 
phy as it might seem. It also suggests you 
pump five gallons of water up your 
colon every day. No 


photos or detailed pictures here, 
which is perhaps just as well. 

Enemas are ing even 
Robert and Jenny the super- 
bonkers might turn their nose 
vp at. Bob and his missus are 
just one of the couples inter- 
viewed in Sex Life (Duncan 
Peterson £6.99) by Dorothy 
Einon and Mike Potegal. The 
book is intended to help you 
achieve a better relationship 
through reading accounts of other peo- 
ple's. In fact, you wind up hating them. 
Take Robert's idea of a chat-up line: 

"There's something you ought to 
know...I get hard, I'm very gentle and | 
never get tired.” 


Both of you must tie 
your hands behind 
your back then try to 
fuck each other... 


Such arrogance! Fortunately there are 
14 other couples to read about including 
bondage fan Connie, nympho Willow 
and Kitty the personal ad queen. Pictures 
are pencil sketches, but good ones. 

You also have to admire the skill of Dr. 
„ tabloid hard 
та! ю ехрегі оп ing 
including shagging, despite having а hor- 
rible 70's hairstyle! The Guide 
to Good Sex (Hamlyn £7.99) is his offer- 
ing, and very Sun-ny it is too. As well as 
the usual advice there are easy-to-read 
Top Ten lists such as "Things About 
Women that Annoy Men" and vice versa, 
"What Turns Men and Women ОЁ” and 
"Putting the Sparkle Back into Your Love 
Life." are pin-sharp drawings and 
soft-focus photos of everything from bonk- 
ing in the to a woman staring at a 
cup of coffee (intended to illustrate sexual 
disease], plus saucy pastel pictures. 


Definitely the simplest to 
study and my guess is it will be the 
bes! selling. 

Sadly, | can't say the same for Sacred 

by Kenneth Ray Stubbs Ph.D. 
(Larkspur £16.99). You may well be 
tempted by the large colour photo on the 
front of this slender paperback, but inside 
it's a big disappointment. No photos, just 
lilac-tinted life drawings to match his pur- 
ple prose because for some reason, 
Stubbs has decided to set his advice out 
like a long poem. His blank verse leaves 
me "€ € 
“By embracing the present 
while letting go of the future and 
Comparisons with the past 
We can dance fully with life 
(and death)” 

Well, thank you for that, Ken. But what | 
really wanted to know was where to put 
my willy. 

That's the trouble with so many sex 
guides. They are so bloody serious. Sex is 
meant to be fun and if we become so pre- 
occupied with whether we are doing it 
right, for eng h or with the right 
mental attitude it will be far less successful 
than even the most clumsy prod delivered 
after a good night out with someone you 
love. Perhaps that's why | think one of the 
best sex guides is the one claiming to be 
the worst. The Bad Sex Guide by Andrew 
Moncur (Victor Gollancz £4.99) is a com- 
еду book with cartoons and chapter 
headings like "Foreplay: Getting off to an 
awful start”. Ву ой, instructing you іп 
what not to do, this guide is actually good 
fun and easy to read. 

Of course, there are no mucky pictures, 

but you can give it to your partner "as 
a joke" and hope they learn 

something. Even Whey „ 

at least they'll have a good 

lime, and let's face it, 
isn't ба мћаћ b 
joy of sex is real 
all about? O 


ARDENER'S WORLD 


Some people are unable to look on anything but the brighter side of life. But 
irrepressibly optimistic is certainly not how you'd describe Gary Gardener... 


had a letter from my bank 
manager recently. It said, 
"Dear Mr Gardener, 
It has come to my attention that 
your account is overdrawn. No 
overdraft facility has been 
approved on your account. I 
would be grateful, therefore, if 
you would pay in sufficient funds 
to cover this deficit. 
Yours faithfully, 
Mr Pimple.’ 

So I wrote back, 

"Dear Mr Pimple, 
Thank-you for your letter 
about my overdraft. Sadly, 1 
am unable to pay any money 
into my account at the 
moment. This is because 1 
have spent it all on a second- 
hand thermo-nuclear mis- 
sile. My missile is currently 
pointing at your office. 
Please do not bother me fur- 
ther with this matter. 

Yours sincerely 
G. Garden: 

I didn't really. That was 
just a little fantasy of mine. А 
happy illusion to cheer 
myself up. Everybody does it. 
Everyone uses fantasy super 
glue to stick estate agents to 

toilet seats, smear make- 
believe cow dung on the ear- 
piece of that smartarse's 
mobile bloody phone, or 
find a unique use for some 
imaginary petroleum jelly, a 
funnel, two gallons of quick- 
drying cement and the cat 
who's always crapping in 
your flower beds. The only 

at some people 

se they're doing it. 
They live in a permanent state of 
sel£delusion. These people are 
called optimists. 

Optimists view life through a 
Vaseline-coated lens. To them, 
the world looks like Miss Ellie in 
an episode of Dallas. "Plenty 
more fish in the sea," they say. 
"The darkest hour is before the 
dawn." "As one door closes, 
another one opens.” Optimists 
are bubbly. But then so is a septic 
tank. 

Optimists are the ones who 
advise you to *Go for it!" when 
you spot a girl you fancy in the 
pub; who tell you, "It's probably 
only a friend," when a bloke 
comes in and joins her; who buy 
you another drink and say, "The 
worst thing that can happen is 
that she says no. And they're 
the ones who sit with you in casu- 


alty, smiling and going, "You'll 
laugh about this in years to 
come", while the doctor is ask- 
ing, "And after he'd wrenched 
the urinal from the wall in a fit of 
jealous rage, where did you зау 
he stuck it? Really? It must be a 
long way up then, because I can't 
see it, even when I use my 
torch..." 

There are four types of people 


in this world: optimists, pes- 
simists, cynics and Simon Bates. 
The classic litmus test is the old 
‘pint bottle with half a pint of 
milk in it' experiment. The opti- 
mist thinks it's half full, the pes- 
simist thinks it's half empty, the 
cynic says, "Who gives a fuck?” 
and Simon Bates, "Doesn't like 
to be judgmental.” 

Optimists turn everything to 
advantage. To them an earth- 
quake isn't a disaster, it's a job- 
creator for the construction 
industry. An optimist’s favourite 


expression is, "If Winter's here, 
can Spring be far away?”; a pes- 
simist's is, "One swallow does not 
a Summer make"; a cynic's is, 
"One swallow does not a 
Summer make, but it's a pleasant 
end to a blow job"; and Simon 
Bates' is “Hello mother. I killed 
the girl just like you told me." Or 
was that Norman Bates? 

In everyday life, most people 


waver between these extremes. 
Often upbeat, occasionally down- 
beat, sometimes sarcastic and 
every once in a while intent on 
telling you a moving story — lit- 
erally. When it comes to certain 
things, though, even the most 
hard-bitten cynic becomes a tem- 
рогагу optimist. In some areas of 
existence most of us look on the 
bright side. We pretend the 
downside doesn't exist. For 
example, how often have you 
heard people say, "We're trying 
for a baby"? But have you ever 


heard anyone say, "We're trying 
to have a fifteen-year-old thrash 
metal fan who pukes up on the 
sitting-room carpet, picks his zits 
at the breakfast table and makes 
his bedroom stink like a badger's 
bottom"? You haven't, have you? 
Yet it amounts to pretty much 
the same thing. 

When the baby's born, the 
proud parents are full of opti- 
mism: "Look! He's sitting up!" 
they shriek. "Come quickly every- 
one, he's waving his little hand!" 
If you should watch these earth- 
shattering events and say, 
"Sitting up! Waving hands! 
What's next for the child genius? 
Quantum physics?" you get some 

very nasty looks indeed. 
Because what we are witness- 
ing are, in fact, ‘important 
stages in the child's develop- 
ment’. Strangely enough, the 
same people who give you 
this heady gufT don't rush 
breathlessly into dinner par- 
ties 12 years later saying, 
“Sorry we're late folks. Amy 
just got her first blackhead 
and we wanted to photo- 
graph it.” Or, “Great news! 
Toby just discovered mastur- 
bation and Ralph captured 
the whole thing on video!" 
Both ‘important stages in the 
child’s development’, I'm 
sure you'd agree. When opti- 
mism strikes, we are blind to 
murky reality, We walk on the 
sunny side of the street, too 
dazzled to spot the dog shit. 

Optimists know there are 
lots more pebbles on the 
beach, that every cloud has a 
silver lining and that if you 
don't like Tony Slattery, you 
сап always swap channels or 
have a game of Scrabble 

(“ГЇЇ probably lose,” says the 
pessimist; “What do I get for 
‘bollocks’ on a triple-word 
score?” says the cynic; “Tony 
Slattery has his knockers,” says 
Simon Bates. "But I don't want to 
dwell on them.") 

Cynics get a bad press these 
days. They're supposed to be the 
cause of all Britain's problems. I 
don't think this is true. I think 
the optimists are the ones to 
blame. The optimists always start 
the trouble. When the T 
invaded Belgium in 1914, the 
cynics said, "So? It's only bloody 
Belgium"; the pessimists locked 
themselves in the toilet. It was 
only the optimists who started 


jumping up and down, cheering 


and shouting, "Come on lads, 
think positive. It'll all be over by 
Christmas!" 

Yes, the world would be a 
much happier place without 
optimists. But it would be happi- 
er still without Simon Bates. Ç) 
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Sexy Shanine is one of the Mayfair readers' all time favourites and she's back this 
month gracing us with her pouting presence. Shonine's been very busy since we last 
saw her, writing a steamy 'bodice ripper' novel for women. 


“I've always wanted to write,” she confided, “and so one day | just sat down 
and started typing. | was amazed at how quickly the story took shape, especial- 
ly the sex scenes which were a real turn-on! | just got lost in a complete dream- 
world with my fantasy hero until there were hundreds of pages of sex!” 

Did you model him on anyone real? 

"Yes, а bit of the vicar, the haidresser and the window-cleaner. Instead of a 
scoundrel, he's a mongrel!" O 
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY GEOFF HOWES 
Great Scot! 1/5 a second helping of Clare, the canny cook from 
Edinburgh. And what a spread we've laid on — a centrespread, 
in fact. "I was really pleased when Mayfair asked me back," said 
the 21-yearold blonde who now lives in Lewisham. "But | wanted 
to do something a little saucier this time. Since I've moved to 
London, I've become a lot more daring — going to naughty night 
clubs and dancing in just my lingerie, that sort of thing. So | want 
ed this appearance to be something special." 

Flashing her 36-24-35 figure in a daring disco is a lot different 
from her first job, making sandwiches in a cafe in the Scottish 
capital. "The rudest thing | used to do there was making һоту- 
looking hot dogs, and laughing when the old maids from 
Morningside tried to eat them discreetly! No, my new lifestyle is 
much better!” @ 
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY 
KATE FERRIS 


Alter years of tramping the foot 
paths of the Highlands and 
late nights drinking with the 
trawlermen in the Marine 
Hotel, Sophie Mackay of 
Mallaig knows just what she 
wants, А big bed! “1 spent all 
my teenage years being a 
tomboy,” reveals the 21-year- 
old who helps run her parents’ 
B&B. “Now | just want to relax 
and have my 34-22-34 body 
pompered by a gorgeous guy 
in a huge four poster!” 
Femininity may have come late 
to Miss Mackay, but she’s 
using it to her best advantage. 
“Silk undies and stockings 
aren't very common round 
here, so | usually end up with 
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the best looking guy at discos," she says proudly. "And my kissing 
technique has improved a wee bit too. let me show you...” Och 
Miss Mackay, you're a bonnie lassie now and no mistake.) 


ore 
... 


AYFAIR REPORT 


ow times have changed. 
When 1 first started 
going to clubs the one 


thing guaranteed to stop you get- 
ting in was dressing eccentrically 
and the one thing guaranteed to 
have you thrown out was being 
outrageous. Now it seems both 
are essential — or they are if the 
type of establishment you're 


attending is one of the new fash- 
ionable fetish clubs, 

Given their subtle names — 
Torture Garden, Submission 
Whiplash, Kinky 

Gerlinky — 


wear- 


ing rubber or women's clothes is 
not a sign of being seriously sad, 
it is strictly (and I mean strictly) 
de rigeur, and if you fancy a 
good whipping into the bargain 
then there's probably a room 
already laid out for you. What's 
more, these clubs are not just in 
the seedier parts of Soho, they're 
all over the country — even 
Luton for Christ's sake! 
Everyone, from slim, nubile 


beauties dressed in black gloss 
openly playing the tart to submis- 
sive men led around on dog 
leads, can be found there. It's a 
chance for even the most frigid 
to openly flaunt his or her 
sexual preferences — and a 
voyeur's paradise to boot 
Okay, so maybe I can 
remember Abba from their 
first time around... But 
where to go? 
Rebecca, a member of 
Empress of Fur a self 
styled "sleazy rock and 
roll band" who play at 
several fetish clubs, was 
happy to provide advice. 
"Perhaps the best place 
for a first-timer is 
Submission. It's been 
going for four years and 
despite its name, it's very 
fashion oriented with 
everyone in extremely 
trendy designer 


Ap 


rubber, vinyl or leather outfits. 
But it tends to be mainly for the 
18-to-255," 

ing I might be outside that age 
bracket. "Some of the SM crowd 
go. There's a whipping room 


but when I went nobody was real- 


ly using it 

"Der Putsch is more for the 
real SM fan, but they seem to 
have stopped holding events 
recently." 

“They're obviously too 
whacked," I joked. 

She smiled, patronisingly 

Then there's Fantastic who 
regularly hold events in South 
London, and Whiplash once a 
month in the Reflex club in 
Putney. Not to mention the one- 
off parties like the Sex Maniacs 
Ball (now called the Planet Sex 
Ball) in autumn, and the Skin 
Two Rubber Ball in November 
Mind you, those are very much 
for the "beautiful people’ — you 
know, the sort who look sensa- 
tional in skin-tight gear and 
know it. No, in my opinion, the 
best is the Torture Garden. It 
caters for a wide range of ages 
and tastes — and has great 


music!” 
It, like other clubs, has, 
a strict dress code. 
Nobody is allowed in 
unless wearing rub- 
ber, leather or PVC, 
a fantasy glamour 


5s,” she said tactfully, hint- 


outfit (nothing but naughty 
undies is popular) or has their 
body pierced in the most painful 
places or decorated with tattoos 
Blue jeans are definitely out but | 
you might get away with black 
ones if accompanied by a nice 
shiny rubber shirt, but it's best to 
err on the side of extremism. 

Of course, this makes travelling 
to the venue a little more diffi 
cult than popping to the local 
Most fetish club regulars acquire | 
along latex coat to hide under | 
until the doorman asks to see 
what they propose to wear in the 
club. Others dress normally and 
carry their pervy gear in innocu- 
ous sports bags. Most clubs pro: 
vide changing facilities. 

That smacked of cowardice to 
me! 1 was going for the total 
pervy experience, even if it 
meant getting cabs and dirty 
looks. 

Fetish gear is not cheap but 
neither is the sort of designer 
chic necessary to get into the 
posh clubs in London these days. 1 
I forked out £150 for a shimmer- 
ing skin-tight, black latex 
catsuit and £40 for six- 
inch stilettos. Having 


squeezed into its slip- 


pery confines, I S 

added a splash of N 

colour with a 7 
red 


polyurethane biker jacket (£35) 
Make-up was applied by the trowel, 
topped off with enough red lipstick 
to repaint a pillar box. With my 
black plastic mac over the whole 
lot, I was finally ready to party. 

Once judged sufficiently tarty, I 
parted with my entrance fee and 

Expect to pay around £12 
if you are a single bloke, but only 
£15 for a couple — it pays to find a 
friend to go with even if you split 
up once inside. Even if you go it 
alone, the views alone are worth the 
money 

Rubber and PVC do the most 
wonderful things to even an aver- 
age figure. They smooth out the 
wobbly bits and prop up the droop- 
ing ones, so creamy cleavages pop- 
ping out of shiny black dresses are 
the norm. Glossy boobs and bot- 
toms sway to the music (dancing is 
not exactly energetic when you're 
wearing six-inch stilettos), and slip- 
pery snogging sessions can be spot- 
ted in the shadows. A massive-mam- 
maried Madam was walking around 
topless, laced into a leather basque. 
Others opted for tightly waisted 
uniforms with pencil skirts and 
brass buttons gleaming in the 
lights. A lady, clearly in her 60s, was 
dressed in just her undies. 

The men wear whatever suits 
them. As well as rubber and leather, 
you'll find some led on leashes by 
dominant ladies with enormous 
breasts. One man was trying to 
outdo Pinhead with his body pierc- 
ing. Somebody tells me he has a 
bolt through his cock which he has 
to unscrew for a screw 

Yes, there was a whipping room, 
and it was occupied. Fortunately, 
the screams were barely audible 
above the music. 

It's hot, very hot, at a fetish club. 
The venues are by no means the 
best ventilated and soon my body 
was squishing inside my rubber- 
wear. The smell was appalling, but 
BO seems to be ассері- 
able. It was clear why 
some girls 
opted for 
wearing 
nothing but 
sexy undies. 


went in. 


эй 


The irony is that even with ай this 
outrage, the Torture Garden was 
actually more civilised than an ordi- 
nary disco! All matters sexual are 
out in the open, so furtive fondling 
is unnecessary, cheap chat-up lines 
even less so. With so many submis- 
sive men around, the girls feel safe. 
So if you fancy feeling a girl's boobs 
through her super shiny latex sim- 
ply ask her and she'll probably let 
you. Nor is there the awful snob- 
bism that expensive clubs attract 
these days. Nobody cares what job 
you do, how much you paid for 
your gear, and 
whether it has 
the right name 
So long as you 
like dressing up 
and flaunting 
your sexual 
preferences 
(whatever they 
may be), you'll 
feel at home — 
even if you're 
in your sixties! 

With sex fill- 
ing the air almost as shockingly as 
the smell of hot rubber, the act 
itself seems almost unnecessary. If 
you want that as well, you'd be bet- 
ter off at a swing party. Held in peo- 
ple's homes (though a few illegal 
ones do take place in clubs), you 
can watch and take part in every 
sexual activity. Babs, a large lady 
from North London who I met at 
the Garden, has held a few in her 
flat. 


st time I had one couple shag- 
ging in the corner and another lick- 
ing each other out on my sofa 
whilst I was handing round drinks 
like a normal dinner party! I've 
been told about parties in clubs but 
I wouldn't want 
to go. Apart 
from the 
fear of 


getting raided, I like the intimate 
atmosphere of fucking in some- 
body's house." 

If fetish clubs don't offer sex, 
they do offer every aspect of sexu- 
ality. If dressing in rubber doesn't 
appeal, how about dressing in a 
dress? Kinky Gerlinky is not only 
the notorious haunt of TV's and 
TS's but a lot of girl-only parties 
who, like the rubber clubs, feel 
safer there than they do on a 
Saturday at Cinatra's. You don't 
have to be gay, but high camp is 
compulsory, so sharpen up your 

Julian Clary one- 
liner campery 
And if you don't 
happen to live in 
London, that's no 
problem either 
Brummy company, 
Тһе Events, run 
fetish parties in 
Birmingham 
Religion offer both 
IV and SM nights 
in Bristol; Brighton 
men with bolts 
through their bollocks can enjoy 
Stainless Steel Balls in their 
home town, and the splendidly 
titled NAFF (National Association 
of Fantasy Fetishists) operate in 
Sheffield, Manchester and Leeds, 

Me? I won't pretend that I was 
made by the man of my dreams at 
the Torture Garden, but I did 
dance with some fabulous fellas 
and fondled a few through their 
codpieces. With sex openly part 
of the agenda for 
once, men and 
women feel free to 
flirt as much or as lit- 
tle as they like. 


This n y 
was no Saturday А 
* 


night cattle market 


PERVY PARTY VENUES 

Torture Garden, London 
Fetish gear, glamour or body 
decoration (piercing and tat- 
toos). Whipping Room. 
Submission, London 

Strictly fetish gear. Whipping 
Room (rarely used). 

Kinky Gerlinky, London 

TV or outrageous camp, pre- 
dominantly gay. 

Stainless Steel Balls, Brighton 
Strictly for piercing fans. 
Religion, Bristol 

TV and fetish nights. 

The Events,Birmingham 
Fetish nights of all sorts. 
Skin Two Rubber Ball 

Held in November. Мсіпіу 
designer fetish 

gear. 


but a fun, sexy 
night-out. I shall 
definitely be 
squeezing into my 
rubber gear 


again! O 
PY 
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We all have secret sexual fantasies, but how many of us ever get to act Hon out? This 
month, Quest talks to three women for whom erotic fantasy became sensual reality... 


Name: Miss F 

AGE: 24 

TOWN OF ORIGIN: BICESTER 

OTHER DETAILS: THIS BLONDE RESEARCH ASSIS- 
ТАМТ HAD ALWAYS FANTASISED ABOUT SEX WITH 
ANOTHER WOMAN — WHILE HER LONG-TERM 
BOYFRIEND WATCHED THEM. HOWEVER, SHE WAS 
UNPREPARED FOR HIS REACTION WHEN SHE 
BROACHED THE SUBJECT OF CHANGING HER FAN- 
TASY TO REALITY... 


uest: You say that you'd often fanta- 
sised about having a sexual relation- 


ship with a woman... 


Ms F: Yes, for about two years. 1 actually 
thought I was a lesbian at one point, but 
now I realise that I'm probably bisexual, 


Q uest: Does your boyfriend mind? 


М“ Е: Let's just say that Justin hasn't 
entirely accepted the way I am, but he 
wants us to stay together, so he's come to 
terms with my need to have sexual affairs 
with women — as well as still having a sexual 
relationship with him. 

Actually, when it came to the crunch and I 
admitted my sexual fantasy to him I thought 
he might be pleased! After all, most of the 
men I know, or have read about in Mayfair, 
seem to love the idea of watching their wives 
or girlfriends having sex with a woman. But 
he just sees it as a bit of a threat, even though 
he knows I'd never leave him for a woman. 


uest: How did you first tell him about 
your fantasy? 


iss F: I just blurted it out, really. It had 

been growing more urgent in my mind, 
until I was often pretending that he was a 
woman when he was fucking me — that his 
cock was a woman's fingers probing inside 
me and that I could feel two breasts and stiff 
nipples rubbing against my own. Eventually, I 
felt that I wanted to talk to him about it, to 
share it with him... 

When Justin said that he didn't want to 
watch if I had sex with another woman I was 
staggered — but his reaction made me more 
determined to find myself a female lover. 

I planned it very thoroughly: I'd had my eye 
on а woman lecturer who worked at the col- 
lege where I work. She teaches art and wears 
a lot of loose, flowing clothes in soft sensual 
materials, which I find a real turn-on. Га 
been fantasising about her for a while, excit- 
ed by the fact that she’s married to a fellow 
lecturer, making her seem that bit more 
unattainable — and therefore desirable. 
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When I'd feel myself getting horny, I'd find 
myself a quiet place either at work or in my 
flat and gently pull my panties down, keeping 
my thighs firmly together so that the pressure 
on my pulsing clitty would become intense. 
Га close my eyes and picture Rosemary as 1 
thought she'd look naked, her long legs 
spread for me as she held her pussy lips open 
with her fingers and invited me to suck her. 
Then Га slip my fingers inside myself and 
masturbate until I came, the love juice ooz- 
ing out of me. 

I set out to seduce Rosemary. Funnily 
enough, she turned out not to be unattain- 
able at all, but I never expected it to happen 


"All соша do was 


thrust myself at her 
and urge her оп" 


in quite the way it did. From the beginning 
of our acquaintance, we both knew what was 
going to happen — and it turned out that I 
wasn't the first female lover that Rosemary 
had had since her marriage. Coincidentally, 
we were both working late in college a lot — 
or perhaps it wasn't really chance, because 
whenever we met we devoured each other in 
my office or in Rosemary's study. 


uest: Did you ever get to live out your 
fantasy of being watched? 


iss F: Well, not quite, but it was a near 
miss! I'd managed to sneak a night stay- 
ing over at Rosemary's place when her hus- 
band was away on business, and we went into 
college together early the next morning. 
Rosemary was due to teach in the main lec- 
ture hall first thing and I followed her in 
there, pressing myself up against her as she 
prepared the desk for her lecture. We were 


still hot from the night before and it wasn't 
long before she had her hand up my skirt, 
rubbing and massaging my moist pussy 
through my knickers. 

"Why don't you eat me out right here?" I 
begged her. "I'm desperate!" 

She went down on me like a shot, her 
tongue lapping and licking at me. I pressed 
my hands to the back of her head to push 
her tongue and lips as deep inside me as pos- 
sible, wrapping my legs around her back as 
she knelt on the floor. I was literally shaking 
with excitement as Rosemary brought me 
tantalisingly close to orgasm within minutes, 
her fingers joining her tongue working over 
my clitty and pussy lips. 

She was so engrossed in the task that she 
forgot that the students were about to arrive 
for the lecture! 

I couldn't stop myself coming, and 
Rosemary, feeling my tremors, came up for 
air, smiling as she saw my state of total sexual 
abandon. I couldn't speak; all I could do was. 
silently thrust my pussy at her again, urging 
her to tongue me even harder. I orgasmed 
twice more before she stood up and started 
to kiss me so that I could taste my juices on 
her tongue. She lifted one of her legs оп to 
the table and wrapped it behind me so that 
her thighs were open; her pussy lips gaping 
invitingly. Despite my acute awareness of the 
imminent arrival of sixty sex-starved students, 
I reached under her flowing skirt, pushed 
aside her panties and plunged my fingers 
into her wet pussy. 

She gasped as I started to frig her off, my 
fingers delving deeper and moving faster. 
The whole thing had been such a turn-on 
that it was only moments before she came 
too, biting her lip to stop herself from 
screaming. 

We disentangled ourselves just as the stu- 
dents began to file into the lecture hall and 
shared a look of relief, but I had a quiet smile 
on my face all morning because I knew what 
had inspired her to give such an intense and 
sexually charged lecture on erotic painting! 


uest: Do you feel your sexual behav- 
iour changed after the fulfilment of 
your long-held fantasy? 


М“ F: I'm definitely more sexually liber- 
ted. I still sleep with Rosemary but my 
sex life with Justin has improved 100 per 
cent. I've also begun to explore some of my 
other fantasies, like being filmed whilst hav- 
ing sex. I certainly wasn't daunted by such a 
close call — if I'm honest I think I might 
have really enjoyed making love to Rosemary 
in front of such an appreciative audience! Its 
become a bit of a fantasy... 


aa 
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QUEST 


NAME: Miss D 

Ace: 21 

TOWN OF ORIGIN: LARNE 

OTHER DETAILS: THIS STUNNING IRISH BLONDE 
HAS ENJOYED FANTASISING ABOUT SEX FROM AN 
EARLY AGE; A FACET OF HER SEXUALITY WHICH 
SHE ATTRIBUTES TO HER STRICT RELIGIOUS. 
UPBRINGING, 


uest: Most women are still shy about 

admitting that they indulge themselves 
with sexual fantasies, but you say you revel 
init... 


М D: I do! I don't see that there's any- 
thing wrong with having erotic dreams. 
In real life I'm careful about which partners I 
choose, but even so, I'm not shy about the 
fact that I really enjoy sex. In my experience, 
an active fantasy life means a healthy sex life! 


uest: So you weren't put off sex by your 
upbringing? 


iss D: You'd think people would learn, 

wouldn't you? My parents made me go 
to church all the time and constantly told me 
that I ought to stay chaste and pure. So 1 sup- 
pose it was natural not to! I lost my virginity 
to my childhood sweetheart on my 18th 
birthday and never looked back! 

1 don't seem to have had any trouble find- 
ing willing partners because men seem to go 
for me... 1 keep my figure in trim with a lot of 
horse-riding and my boobs are pretty large 
and firm, even without a bra. They always 
look as if they're thrusting out at any guy who 
comes near me — and they ueually are! 

My nipples are huge, all pink and suckable, 
and when they stiffen up they peek through 
the material of my clothes. Every guy I've 
ever been with has loved to chew on them, 
nibbling until I moan with pleasure and let 
go of my climax. 

I've got naturally blonde hair and blue eyes 
and I suppose I look a little wild and gypsy- 
ish. In my fantasies, 1 always picture myself as 
one of those romantic heroines from a more 
passionate, bygone age! 


uest: Have you ever lived out one of 
your fantasies? 


M iss D: Yes! I've always had this thing 
about trains, especially those old fash- 
ioned ones which still run on some lines in 
Ireland. They have first class compartments 
with a corridor down one side, curtains at the 
windows and really wide seats. I'd always had. 
this fantasy about fucking in one of those саг- 
riages; me and my man would be totally over- 
come by lust, unable to stop ourselves from 
doing it right there. 

This must be quite a common fantasy 一 
after all, trains are a bit on the phallic side, 
aren't they? When I told my boyfriend Peter 
about it, he said that he found the idea a real 
turn-on too. The best thing about it for him 
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was imagining me behaving so wantonly in 
public — fucking without caring about the 
chances of getting caught. We had a sort of 
confession swapping session and he admitted 
that he'd fantasised about someone watching 
us having sex, and that he often imagined 
that when we were in bed together we were 
doing it for an audience, which sounded like 
fun too! 

I thought that was where we'd leave it, just 
using our fantasies to excite ourselves in bed, 
but Peter had planned a surprise for me. He 
told me he'd booked a weekend away for us 
— when he told me to meet him at the main 
railway station I suppose I ought to 
have had an inkling... 

Inside the compartment he kept saying, 
“What if someone else comes in and sits 
here?" As the train pulled out of the station 1 
began to cotton on, particularly when I 
noticed that his cock had stiffened up into a 
peak barely covered by his trousers. 

We'd only gone to the next station when а 


"As the train went 


into the tunnel, he 


bꝗã—‏ ا الل 


went іпіо тіле" 


guy got into our compartment, positioning 
himself rather annoyingly in the corner seat 
by the window. 
uest: Was that the end of your adven- 
ture? 
МЕ D: No, although at the time I 
thought it would be. As it turned out, it 
was just the beginning... 

It was torture not being able to touch each 
other. We had to keep ourselves on the boil 
with hot glances across the seats and the odd 
furtive stroke of thigh or crotch when the 
man averted his gaze. Luckily, not long out of 
the station, he appeared to drop off to sleep, 
although it did cross my mind later that he 
might have been pretending so that he could 
watch us out of the corner of his eye. 

Who knows? Neither of us were ever sure 


because by then Peter and I were so hot for 
each other that we could barely control our- 
selves. He perched on the edge of the seat 
and I unzipped his flies, cradling his dark, 
swollen cock in my palms, massaging it slowly 
as he closed his eyes and stroked the back of 
my neck with his fingers. 

1 got bolder then, whipping up my flimsy Т- 
shirt to reveal my bra-less boobs. Peter low- 
ered his lips to them and my nipples swelled 
to fill his hot mouth. I'd completely forgotten 
the guy in the corner, but as a moan of plea- 
sure escaped me he shifted in his seat. It was 
funny because rather than limiting the pas- 
sion of the moment, imagining that he was 
feasting his eyes on the sight of me having my 
boobs tongued made me feel much more 
erotic. The fact that it was so illicit brought 
me shuddering to my first climax. 

That was just the start of it. Peter pulled me 
on to his lap, parted my thighs with his lovely 
roughened hands and smoothed my skirt up 
around my waist. I wasn't wearing any 
panties... 

“You hussy!” he whispered, 
gers into my moist love-hole 
ry feel, knowing that I was alr 
wet enough to accommodate h stiff cock. 
Then he slid his fingers out and I shifted so 
that his cock entered me, casing it in up to 
the hilt, As the train went into a dark tunnel, 
he went into mine. 


pping his fin- 


о uest: What about the other passenger? 


МЕ D: 1 was sure I could feel his eyes bor- 
ing into me but it just made me more 
aware of every upward thrust of Peter's cock 
and the wonderful sensations that it gave my 
pussy. 

It wasn't the most comfortable position Гуе 
ever screwed in, but the fact that 1 was mak- 
ing a long-standing fantasy come true meant 
that I came very easily anyway. My climax was 
a real eruption but the guy in our compart- 
ment didn't even stir — you could say that he 
was suspiciously unstirred! 

Peter seemed oblivious to the other gu 
eyes were closed as he concentrated on the 
feeling mounting in his scrotum. When 1 felt 
him coming I sighed with pleasure and shud- 
dered to another climax. I couldn't remem- 
ber ever being so turned on! 

We quickly uncoupled as we came into the 
next station because there were quite a few 
people standing on the platform waiting to 
get on. We were sitting there trying to regain 
our compsure and innocent air when the guy 
in the corner got up to get off. He didn't зау 
anything to us but I'm sure I noticed a shad- 
mile pass across his face as he opened. 
the carriage door. 

It's a great feeling when one of your fan- 
tasies comes true, especially if it's better in 
the flesh than it was in your dreams. Actually, 
Isuppose we managed to get two in one! A 
sort of fantasy his 'n hers! 


LABORATORY OI 


QUEST 


NAME: Miss А 

AGE: 23 

TOWN OF ORIGIN: WEYMOUTH 

OTHER DETAILS: THIS BRUNETTE WORKS IN 人 
WELL-KNOWN HOLIDAY САМР AS AN ENTERTAIN- 
MENT SUPERVISOR. À CHANCE MOMENT 
BROUGHT REALISATION OF A LONG STANDING 
FANTASY... 


uest: How did you discover that your 
particular fantasy turned you on? 


iss A: One day during last Summer sea- 
оп, I was called in to judge one of the 

competitions . We have a lot of activities to 
organise at the holiday camp which give us a 
chance to really let our hair down and have a 
bit of fun with the guests. One particular day, 
the competition — and I can't even really 
recall exactly what it entailed — needed one 
of us to volunteer to take care of the forfeit, 
which meant that if you lost, the contestants 
had to throw a bucket of water over you. It 
sounds silly, I know, but it was a great laugh. I 
was the one who drew the short straw, and I 
had to stand by the pool just waiting to get 
drenched. 

The funny thing was that when it came to 
the crunch, and my uniform was soaked. 
through with a whole bucket of (thankfully 
warm) water, I found myself getting really 
excited! 

It was the feeling of the water dripping 
down through my hair and gradually soaking 
through my jacket to my thin blouse and. 
under that to my lacy bra and little knickers 
— it was distinctly naughty. My nipples were 
up on stalks in an instant and I wriggled 
inside my soaked panties in an attempt to 
stimulate my clitty. In front of everyone, had 
they but known it, I came in my panties. 

After that, I started experimenting. 1 found 
that I really became turned on by having 
cream or honey poured on to my pussy and 
boobs, and I'd often masturbate myself with 
one hand while I was covering my erogenous 
zones with something sticky like melted 
chocolate or some of that spray cream. All 
the time I was touching myself I would fanta- 
sise about who else could be doing it for me. 


Q uest: Have you ever taken it further? 


мМ“ А: Yes. Several months later, I met 
пу current boyfriend, Russell, and I 
decided that it would be nice to share my fan- 
тазу with him. To my delight, Russell didn't 
laugh me out of bed but seemed very keen to 
try out anything I suggested. 

"Why don't I make you a special dinner 
and we can see what comes up:" he said. 

I was dressed at my most seductive for the 
dinner he'd planned, which was really a very 
romantic affair — candlelight and every- 
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thing. But it wasn't until we came to the 
dessert course that things hotted up in a 
more sexual way. Russell produced this huge, 
gooey looking trifle, covered with layers and 
layers of fresh cream, and a huge bottle of 
champagne. It wasn't just my mouth that was 
watering! 

Russell stripped me off gently, then he lay 
me down in front of the fire and started to 
stroke me all over then he dipped his finger- 
tips into the top of the шїїс and started to 
swirl cream over my boobs and stomach. 

The touch of his fingers combined with the 
cool, sticky cream was unbelievably exciting. I 
lay back on the floor and parted my thighs, 
not allowing Russell to touch my clitty yet but 
teasing him by doing it myself, working my 


"It wasn't just my 
clothes that were 


n 


soaking wet" 


thumb over my hot little button. He just car- 
ried on regardless, smoothing a thin layer of 
cream deliciously over my front, then bent 
over me to lick it off, moving his tongue in 
soft circles, dipping and licking tantalisingly 
close to my pussy but never actually touching 
it, then moving slowly up again, circling from 
my nipples to my lips. 


uest: Was it the fantasy or the reality 
that was so exciting? 


Mis А: Both! The roughness of his 
tongue combined with the feeling of 
the gooey cream against my skin had me shiv- 
ering with lust, but Russell had more treats in 
store for me. It seemed incredible to me that 
he hadn't even touched my pussy at all, or 
used his cock yet but there I was, a trembling 
mass of arousal. I'd fantasised about this hap- 
pening to me so many times, but I found that 
the reality was better than Га imagined. 

I was in another world as I lay back and just 


RESPONSI 


let myself ride with the blissful sensations 
that were coursing through my pussy, really 
massaging my clitty until I was on the brink 
of orgasm. My eyes were closed, but 1 could 
hear the pop of the champagne cork as | 
Russell opened the ice-cold bottle. Then I 
felt the first trickle of cool, bubbling liquid as | 
he started to trickle the champagne over my 
very hot pussy. 

1 came for the first time, driven over the 
brink into my orgasm from the seductive feel | 
of that cold champagne running inside my 
pussy lips. Russell started to splash it quite 
liberally over me and I used both my hands 
to massage it into my bush. It was such a deli- 
cious sensation, one that was made even bet- 
ter by the fact that Russell was just letting me 
indulge myself fully. 


о uest: So his pleasure came from seeing 


yours... 


Mi A: Yes he told me afterwards that 
watching me lose control like that 
would have been enough in itself, but as fore- 
play went, well, it was the best! 

Of course, by this time I was so well lubri- 
cated that I was desperate to feel Russell's 
cock inside me. I turned over on to all fours, 
offering him a good view of my peaches and 
well creamed bottom. He fondled it lovingly, 
running his hands right up to my hips before 
grabbing on tight to my waist and thrusting 
his stiff cock inside me. 

I gasped when 1 felt him go in so deep. Тһе 
champagne, which had got inside my pussy, 
just made me all the more lubricated. 1 loved 
it as he circled his hips so that his cock 
moved from side to side as well as up and 
down inside me. He didn't speed the pace 
up, just kept the fucking slow and easy, so 
that it seemed to last forever. We came 
together for the first time since we'd known 
each other, which was a wonderful sensation 
in itself. 

As he pulled out, panting, 1 flipped over on 
to my back and started licking our cham- 
pagne cocktail of juices from his shaft. He 
tasted delicious as he got hard again. This 
time it was my turn to treat him (and 
myself?), dipping into the trifle and covering 
his shaft with some of the thick custard, 
before putting it into my mouth, eagerly gob- 
bling down the sweet, sticky stuff and then 
sucking really hard on the cock underneath. 
Within moments I could feel his balls twitch- 
ing in my hand and I squeezed them gently 
as he began to moan and thrust himself into 
my mouth. His second explosive climax put 
the cherry on the trifle! 

Russell and I are still together and enjoying 
my little fetish more than ever. We're plan- 
ning to try other locations for our fantasy 
feasts — perhaps your readers might be able 
to give us a few ideas? O 


actresses he described as "Ice Maidens’ 
— Grace Kelly wos typical: blonde 

paleskinned Nordic women whose 
frosty 
within. If Hitch were olive today, 


ifoce masked the warmth 


we reckon he'd have gone psy 


cho over Ulrika Jonsson. With 
her comcoloured hair, fjord: 
blue eyes and a manner so 


ould chill Aquavit 
is Hitchcock's 


cool sl 
with it, Ulrika 


ideal of Scandinavian 


beauty. Such loo 
hint of ice, midnight sun 


туо 


and something about steamy 
saunas we're trying not to 


Ч think about in case we де! 


age over excited. She's also the 


most popular celebrity to come 
ой of Sweden since the 
chef on The Muppet 
Show; the sexiest since 
lovely Agnetha 

of Abba hung 

up her 

sequinned 

boobtube. It's 
surprising һа! 

the nation һа! 

produces Volvo 

cars should come 

up with anyone quile as 

s Ulrika. More 
ble still is that the 


exciting 


iner 
land of Ikea 
should turn out 
someone so 
well put 
together 
Ulrika 


cata: 
pulled to 
fame in 


the early 
days of 
ТУат 
when сот- 
pony boss, 


Bruce Gyngell, was looking round for some- 
one to present the weather forecast and 
decided ihat his secretary could do the job 
as well as anybody else. Lucklly for us, his 
secrelory was Ulrika. Prior to Gyngell's 
decision, weather forecasting had been the 
province of Байу blokes from the Ме! 
Office, with һе dress sense of an Open 
University lecturer and the communication 
skills of a Trappist Monk, Мо one except 
farmers had Боһегес Чо watch the weather 
reports before. 

But before you knew it, with slimwaisted 
silkyhaired Ulrika in charge of Ihe snow 
floke symbols, every bloke you met was 
suddenly an expert on anti-cyclones. Within 
weeks of her first appearance, Ulrika was 
installed as the tabloids’ favourite weather 
girl, beating off stiff competition from 
Wincey Willis and wo large black 
Americans who thought it was raining men 
She was an instant slar, scooping a lead: 
ing jean manufacturer's award for the best 
bum in Britain, signing a multimillion pound 
deal with a shampoo firm and hanging 
around with members of the Royal Family 

Being the nation's 
favourite forecaster 
though, wasn't without its 
drawbacks. Ulrika found 
herself constantly sur 
rounded by a squally 
shower of hacks all 
eager lo use up their 
share of "TV 

Weaihergirl's Warm Front" headlines. Tired 
of the attention, she uttered her last, “Let's 
have о look at the outlook for later in the 
day,” flashed a final dazzling smile, and 
walked oway from the chorts forever 
Somehow, the weather has never seemed 
as good since, Men switched off in droves 

Thonkfully, the sweet Swede wasn't off 
our screens for long, soon resurfacing as 
cohost on Gladiators where she has 
become one of the few people who tegu: 
larly stands next to John Fashanu without 
getting kicked. 

Even deep amongst the sweating, hyped- 
up idiocy of the nineties’ answer lo It's A 
Knockout, Ulrika Jonsson retains her glacier 
like cool. What would it take to melt her? 
We're по! sure. But we've got a few ideas 
we wouldn't mind trying out. С) 


CELEBRITY 
NUDE EXCLUSIVE! 


ajo add io Mayfair s bevy of 

rn, Cecile Fleury. A mademoi- 

vith jostest, this young star of screen 

“and stage is about to hit the big time in a big 


way over here, 

We caught up with Cecile during a well- 
earned break in the sun. Trained as a 
dancer, Cecile was not content to just 
lie on the beach with a good book, 
sheewas up at the crack of > 
dawn to begin the day's = 


regime of trim- 


ming and toning, with only the odd lettuce leaf to keep her 
pecker up in between. 

Ms Fleury achieved notoriety after claiming to be the body- 
double of the "sinner from Pinner", Jane March, in the raunchy 
bits of the film, The Lover. After seeing this spread, we certainly 
think that Cecile's body is gorgeous enough to ensure her last- 
ing success in her own right. 

Cecile, the Editor wondered whether you'd be interested in 
standing in for his girlfriend sometime?! O 


Hi there, knob twiddlers! It's Boffin Corner, the first of our columns on hi-tech gizmos for 
couch potatoes who spend long hours playing with their joysticks. Scrambled egg-head 
Adrian Roberts takes a look at the latest bunch of bells and whistles... 
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The first sexy seductress to make her debut in this month's Mayfair is Texan- 
born Samantha, a Southern belle with gorgeous 34-25-34 statislics. 

“| was brought up on a ranch so | guess you could say I've graduated from 
bare-back riding to bare-bum writhing!” she giggled. “I wasn't quite sure 
what to wear for the shoot,” drawled the Texan beauty, “соз | wanted to 
show all those gorgeous British guys what Uncle Sam's made of.” 

You sure did, there's nothing more Texan than a tanned hide! м 
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The first of this month's new 
faces is sexy Susie Cooper 
from Wakefield. Susie is 22- 
years-old ond is studying 
drama and dance at a nearby 
college. Her course is very 
demanding physically but she 
manages to combine fitness 
and relaxation on long walks 
across the Dales 

^| live in a very beautiful part 
of the country and even though 
| grew up here, I'm still over- 
awed by the power of the 
landscape,” she told 
us. “1 often rehearse 
my lines when I'm 
walking — | hope 
nobody сап hear 
me because | reol- 
ly get carried 
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Who better lo де! the magazine off to a great start than our dou 
ble-barrelled beauty, Rachel SmithEdwards. “I really enjoyed my 
trip abroad, but it’s good to be back in Britain, even if it is rain 
ing," said the top-heavy blonde, sporting a lovely allover tan. "I 
never get bored with living here. | love the food; | love the beer 
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w like that, we asked 20 year-old Rachel 


course! | don't like guys who are 


they do in some countries | could mention. Take il 
from me, British blokes are the tops,” laugh 


Rachel. “Afterall, I've had my fair share so 


| should know!" O 
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Wouldn't you just love to be strolling 
along a sandy beach with the sun 
beating down, a cocktail in one 
hand and Candice in the other? It's 
enough to make one feel positively 
romantic. 

“Mmm, sounds nice," giggled the 
naughty 18-yearold, “1 wish о few 
fellas had come along while | was 
having these pictures taken. Though 
| must admit | could live without the 
romance — | prefer a handful of 
hunk to a bunch of roses, any dy 
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